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short the hysterics better than any sal volatile or valerian.
He then made abject apologies to the patient,, and slunk
back to his chair.
And what of his end? for the misery of dogs is that they
die so soon, or, as Sir Walter says, it is well they do; for if
they lived as long as a Christian, and we liked them in
proportion, and they then died, he said that was a thing he
could not stand.
His exit was lamentable, and had a strange poetic or
tragic relation to his entrance. My father was out of town;
I was away in England. Whether it was that the absence
of my father had relaxed his power of moral restraint, or
whether through neglect of the servant he had been
desperately hungry, or most likely both being true, Toby
was discovered with the remains of a cold leg of mutton, on
which he had made an ample meal;1 this he was in vain
endeavouring to plant as of old, in the hope of its remaining
undiscovered till to-morrow's hunger returned, the whole
shank-bone sticking up unmistakably. This was seen by
our excellent and Rhadamanthine grandmother, who pro-
nounced sentence on the instant; and next day, as William
was leaving for the High School, did he in the sour morn-
ing, through an easterly haur^ behold him 'whom he had
saved from drowning', and whom, with better results than in
the case of Launce and Crab, he had taught, as if one should
say 'thus would I teach a dog',—dangling by his own chain
from his own lamp-post, one of his hind feet just touching
the pavement, and his body preternaturally elongated.
1 Toby was in the state of the shepherd boy whom George Webster met
in Glenshee, and asked, *JVty man, were you ever fou'?' 'Aye, aince'—speak-
ing slowly, as if remembering—'Aye, aince.' 'What on?' 'Cauld mutton 1*

